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young man who resisted his mistress' wishes was
an intractable young man indeed. When he said
quietly that he was going to Chevron for a few
days, for instance, she knew by experience that
the battle was lost in advance; if he said he in-
tended to go, he went. Sylvia had to 4Wfept it.
Remembering this, she took some comfort in her
perspicacity at having guessed his passion for
Chevron. "So I can't be such a fool/* she thought
with the pathos of an unwonted humility, "after
all." But her pride sagged again as she recognised
that she never could get him to talk about Chevron.
And if he withheld that from her, what else might
he not withhold?

Then she dismissed her anxieties, for they were
of a sort not normally within her province, and had
been only artificially created by Mrs. Levison;
Sylvia's conceptions of people were of a cruder and
shallower nature than that. Still, she had been made
to think; an unusual occupation for her; she had
been made to notice. Henceforth, when they had
lovers' quarrels, easily and deliciously though they
might be mended, there was some element in those
quarrels sharp enough to keep her on the alert,
increasing his attraction for her and adding a per-
sonal peril to the uncertainty of those rash days.
Dissatisfied and dangerous by temperament, as
she now acknowledged him to be, even in his most
devoted moments, she knew that she held him not
on a rope but on a length of cotton, a knowledge
which stimulated even as it terrified her. Ah, that
is the way to live, she exclaimed, and she soared to
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